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THE JACK OF CLUBS AIMED A SAVAGE BLOM 


BY GERALD BEAUMONT 


Introducing Some Sentiment into the Forty Strong Gang 


'T'lLAT was the beginning of the 
most brilliant campaign ever con¬ 
ducted by a young police officer for 
the honor of the department and his 
own pleasure. Hitherto the Vernal 
Heights gang had operated on the 
well established policy of “starting ( 
something” whenever the mood im- , 
polled. Hut here was a cop who bo- 
lieved in starting things himself. He j 
took the initiative and he kept It. ] 
In vain they launched a counter ! 
J offensive. One after another they; 

tried all the old tricks that had been , 
I successful in the past. They staged ! 
I a fake fight in the street when they ! 
! saw him approaching, and the com- j 
I hatants ran into a stable where the 
i whole gang was hidden, armed with 
: pick handles. Hut Foley didn't fol- I 
low. Had* he done so there would 
have been one more funeral in the , 
police department. 

Instead, he bided his time and 
polished them off individually, check- I 
ing their names in his address book ] 
one by one. Many hard-boiled citi- j 
zen of Vernal Heights, meandering 1 
home at midnight, alone and unsus- j 
pecting, discovered the Jack of Clubs 
Mtting patiently on the front steps, 
awaiting his arrival. These noc- 
i turnal encounters were brief, but i 
: none the less impressive. They usu- 
| ally ended in the victim stumbling, 
j up his steps, handkerchief to his 
! nose and mumbling: 

"How do you do. Mr. Foley; liow do 
J you do? Yes, officer. I’ll remember." J 
It got so bad tltat they were afraid 
| to go home. Then he varied his at- , 
i tack by swearing to warrants and 1 
, dragging them out of bed at 3 o’clock 
! in the morning. There was no chance 

I at that hour to get bail, no chance to 
tip off an influential friend. The 
, charge was always dismissed as soon 
as they got word to Sheriff Randolph, 
who was a brother-in-law to Spike 
Kennedy, but for a few hours the 
Southern Station had the pleasure of 
entertaining some of its old enemies. 

Rizzoli, proprietor of the coal yard, 
proffered his congratulations. 

“Atta boy. Jack'. I toll the worl* 
you some cop! How you like a 11*1 
grape juice, eh? Good! I leave some¬ 
thing by the door when I close up.” 

The Vernal Heights Toadies’ Im¬ 
provement Club passed resolutions 
commending Officer Foley, merchants 
along 54th street stopped him to 
shake hands, Capt. Malloy posted a 
• onimcmlation on the bulletin board. 

Small wonder if a young patrolmen 
thus honored in every direction 
should reveal symptoms of that fatal 

I pride that goes before destruction. 

Stung to quick and humiliated be- 
I yond endurance by what now amount- 
[ ed to persecution, the members of 
i the Forty Strong Gang rallied under 
|the standard of Spike Kennedy, for- 
i mer heavyweight champion and now 
I the proprietor and match-maker for 
i th» Vernal Heights fight club. Other 
j quarrels were forgotten, old feuds 
t buried, and from one end of the dis- 

I trict to the mother old and young 
whispered the ancient shibboleth, 

! "Get that cop!” 

They were respectful enough when 
they passed him on the street, but 
i the “How d'ye do, Mr. Foley!” held a 
I bint of sarcasm, never sufficient to 
| warrant his taking action, but just 
i enough to keep him guessing. 

I Then for ten days there was a com¬ 
plete lull. Not a window was broken, | 
i not one disturbance of the peace oc- j 
j «*urred. The Jack of Clubs began to 1 
, fret. He found no outlet for his en- I 
j orgy, no excuse for maintaining his I 
j reputation. He walked the curb by 
day and the building line at night, 
according to the regulations, but the 
only bit of rowdyism that occurred 
! was a battle between a bulldog and a 
i tomcat, and that was over very 
' quickly. 

“This is a bum beat," he told him- 
' self. “If old man Williams was out ! 
I here now he’d hang a hammock on 
j the trolley wires and snore until the 
{ sergeant woke him up.” 

Rut the following night, without 
! any warning, the storm broke. it i 
j was a girl who trumped the Jack of 
! Clubs, thereby changing the whole 
j aspect of the game. 

Before you go any further you 
| should know something about Mias 
! Tilly Miller, who had just as much ■ 
1 right to the title of the "Queen of ; 
l Hearts" as John Francis Foley ha/1 
i to his nom de gruerre of the Jack of 
j «Hubs. Tilly was a native daughter 
of Vernal Heights, which meant she 
was brought up on the streets and , 
wore overalls until she was fourteen. 
Her juvenile accomplishments in¬ 
cluded licking her five brothers,! 
throwing rocks through the windows 
of the Chinese laundry and hopping 
street cars. • 

The first bit of poetry she mas¬ 
tered began with "All policemen have 
big feet” and ended in a mad dash 
for safety on the part of the elocu¬ 
tionist. 

When Miss Miller was eighteen she 
made the interesting discovery that 
nature had endowed her with violet 
eyes, lustrous black hair and a voice 
of considerable sweetness. Forth¬ 
with she purchased a fur coat and a 
vanity box, and when certain ad- 
j mirers among the Forty Strong Gang 
j hinted of their x^llingness co invest 
! in furniture and a ring she responded 
• gently: 

I “How d’ye get that way?' 

Of course, that only increased the 
| number of her suitors. Miss Miller 
was uncertain whether to burst upon 
j the world via grand opera or tho sil- 
i ver screen, but she finally com pro- 
j iniaed by singing illustrated ballads 
f at Sid Greenbaum’s motion picture 
house on 54th street. There she be¬ 
came the acknowledged Queen of 
Hearts of Vernal Heights, and it was 
in this capacity that tho Jack of 
Clubs first beheld her. The spotlight 


UTif face m«s scratched from scalp to chin 
one eve was closed ns lie staggered in.# 
“I’m Foley, the fighting cop," says he. 
•'Will you look what a lady done to me?” 

—Sungs of the Southern Station. 


C AIT MALIjOY of tho South¬ 
ern Station looked thought¬ 
fully at his subordinate.'One 
more patrolman ha«l turned 
in his star rather than invade the 
territory' of the Forty Strong Gang. 
A new victim must l*e provided. 

“They call this fellow the Jack of 
Clubs," explained tlie sergeant. “He’s 
supposed to lie the best batter in the 
department. The night of the steve¬ 
dore riot in Cesare’s place he walked 
in wilh the cuffs wrapped around his 
left fist and his nightstick in the 
other, and before they got him out h* 
registered seventeen home runs. Babe 
Ruth can’t knock ’em tuiy farther." 

“Sounds good,” admitted Capt. Mal¬ 
low. “Young, is he?” 

“Twenty-two, and built from the 
ground up. He thinks John I* Sulli¬ 
van founded the department and the 
dove of peace is something you put 
in a potpie." 

Malloy chuckled. 

“I've seen the type. Not any notion 
of a peace officer, but sometimes they 
turn out to be good men. These old 
fellows let tin- hoodlums play marbles 
• »n their coat tails. Jack of Clubs, 
you say? I’ll see will Central Sta¬ 
tion let us have him." 

Thus destiny acting on that time- 
honored i rinciple, “When in doubt, 
lead Trumps,” took a young cop by 
the scruff of the neck and chucked 
him into a game of "high, low. jack 
and the queen.” 

John Francis Foley, police officer 
421, blue-eyed, jaunty, and with a 
y try conspicuous chip on his shoul¬ 
der. reported to Capt. Malloy, and, 
found himself assigned to a 4-o’clock- 
to-midnight watch in a territory with 
which he was unfamiliar. 

“Along 54th to Sanchez.” instructed 
Ins superior, "up Sanchez to Seaview. 
north to Vernal, and east to point of 
com m encem en t.” 

Then privately he explained to the 
new man: 

"Spike Kennedy’s fight club is up 
there, and the young pugs are in¬ 
clined to congregate on the corners 
or in vacant lots. Keep ’em dispersed 
for your own good." 4 

“Y'es, sir," said Foley. “Seems like 
1 heard about that gang. I’m to bust 
It up. captain?” 

The muscles around Capt. Malloy’s 
lips twitched a moment. 

“I said 'disperse,* ” he reminded. 
*’ ’Tis the proper police term, and it 
means ‘to cause- to separate.* You can 
use your own judgment.” * 


"Say. listen." sh«- commanded. "I've 
got something to sa>, and I’m going 
to get it off my chest right now. Ma 
was out here last night, and she 
spilled the beans. I was wondering 
where the dough was coming from to 
meet all the bills. She says that 
you-” 

"Aw, say*.” he pleaded. 

"Shut up!" said the Queen of 
Hearts. "You haven’t licked me yet! 
You stay in bed hereafter until noon 
each day, understand?” 

“Yes, ma’am.’’ 

"And get t»a« k copies of the maga¬ 
zines out of the public library , and 
onee in a while a dime’s worth of 
Christmas-tree candy. Get ine?" 

He grinned. 

"Now," directed Miss Miller "go 
downstairs and make arrangements 
for a cheaper room, and find out 
what’s the very earliest date I can 
go home." 

He demurred to that, hut sh** wa.« 
resolute. When he returned with the 
desired information she motioned him 
into a chair at her side, and what 
they talked about had nothing to do 
with the rules and regulations of the 
police department, nor even Sid 
Gre^nbaum's Theater. 


as to rent and its general suitability 
for a young couple. He groaned. 

"If I lose my job, I’ve lost every¬ 
thing." 

Utter demoralisation followed He 
couldn't have arrested a child—and 
he knew it. Through the mysterious 
"grapevine telegraph” by which 
police orders are sometimes tipped off 
to interested parties. Spike Kennedy, 
former heavy-weight champion, 
learned that Officer Foley had been 
told to put the ’cuffs on him. In for¬ 
cible and inelegant terms he sent his 
reply via Pete Rizzoli: 

“Tell that cop I’ll meet him any 
place he names arid I’ll beat him to 
death with his own club’" 


npHK Jack of Clubs departed with 
* his brain in a whirl. Downstairs 
he stopped at flic office to learn what 
the rates were for private rooms: 
The figures staggered him. He jotted 
down the name and address of Miss 
Miller’s physician, called Dr. Cum¬ 
mings on the telephone, and then 
spent the balance of the day wrest¬ 
ling with a financial problem. Arith¬ 
metic was not liis long suit, but he 
finally achieved a short cut to the 
answer by withdrawing his savings 
from the Mission Hank and deposit¬ 
ing $400 that night in the wrinkled 
hands of Miss Miller's mother. 

“You don’t nerd to say where it's 
coming from." advised the Jack of 
Clubs. “If any more is needed 1 can 
borrow it against my salary. They’re 
going to lift my suspension tomor¬ 
row.” 

Then he went down for a quiet talk 
with Si»l Grcenhaum. 

“Me?" protested Kid "Pay her sal¬ 
ary right along? Say. do you think 
I’m Rockefeller? I didn’t cave her 
bean in!" 

*T know you didn’t." sighed Foley, 
“hut you’re violatin’ four city ordi¬ 
nances. You’ll have to make your 
aisles three im lies wider and put a 
new exit to tho left of the stage and 
remove those advertising signs from 
the sidewalk, and-” 


UOR four nights Officer Foley hid in 
* the srhadows of doorways while 
members of the Forty Strong Gang 
prowled along the beat looking for 
him. On the morning of th»- fifth day 
he showed up at the hospitaJ, crushed 
in spirit and on the verge of nervous 
prostration. 

"The doc says T can get out of here 
tomorrow!” cried Tilly. "Ain't that 
swell? How come you haven’t been 
here in two whole days?* 

$he stopped suddenly, perceiving 
that he was trembling from head to 
foot. Her face blanched. 

“Gee.whiz! Why, Jack, what’s the 
matter. What's happened?" 

"I’m—I’m resigning." he faltered. 
"I'm going away. 1 come out to say 
good-bye.” 

The Queen of Hearts stared at the 
Jack of Clubs. 

"Well, for the love of Mike!" she 
protested. ‘“Why don’t you tap me 
on the head again and be done with 


DACK to his beat went Officer Foley, j 
inspired now' by the sweetest | 
dream that can come to a young pa- : 
trolman. Miss Miller locked very , 
frail and helpless following her long ! 
stay in bed. and he worshiped her i 
with tho simple devotion of a man on j 
whom an angel has condescended to 
smile. Tho thought that he’had com*' 
so close to killing h**r preyed upon 
his imagination until the weight of 
the dub at his side became a burden I 
under which his conscience staggered. I 
If it had not been for the regulations j 
he would have thrown his nightstick i 
into the first vacant lot. His nerv* ' 
was gone, broken by self-imposed , 
fatigue, crushed under the weight of I 
his love for the Queen of Hearts, 

The members of the Forty Strong j 
Gang played their cards adroitly. ' 
They saw that he was slipping, and | 
in a hundred wavs they sought to 
hasten-his downfall. All over Vernal 
Heights these legends appeared, 
chalked on sidewalks and fences; 

“Foley, the girl-beater!" "Foley, j 
the roughneck!" “How d’ye do. Mr. j 
Foley." “loot’s lynch the brute!" 

They gave him no opportunity to 
forget it, and when he still preserved 
a pacific attitude under these insults 
they grew* bolder. The fire depart¬ 
ment was summoned to Vernal 
Heights repeatedy by false alarms 
while Foley was on duty. Police j 
whistles shrilled at all hours, alarm- ! 
Ing neighbors and bringing the Jack 
of Clubs to the scene on the run, only | 
to have the phantom whistles blow j 
from another direction. False reports . 
of accidents were telephoned in to j 
tho«Southem Station. The old gangs] 
began to congregate again on the | 
comers and in vacant lots. Catcalls j 
greeted his appearance. His control 
over the district was gone. Once 
more the windows of the First Chris¬ 
tian Church became a target for 
bricks, add Pete Rizzoli’s coal yard 
was rifled for further ammunition. 
Officer Foley was called upon the 
carpet. 

*TU give you five day/s to hreak up 
^that gang!" said Capt. Malloy. "Who’s 
their leader?*'. 

"A fellow named Kennedy," an¬ 
swered Foley. “But I’ve got nothing 
on him.” 

Capt. Malloy looked shrewdly at 
his pale subordinate. He saw that 
this was the turning point In the ca- 1 
reer of a promising young patrolman. 
Ho reached out with heavy fingers 
and plucked the handcuffs from the 
liip pocket of the Jack of Clubs, 

“So you've got nothing on big Spike 
Kennedy, eh? Nothing on the man 
who boasts that he-can lick the whole 
police department? Well, I'll give 
you just five days to get these on 
him’’’ 

He shook the handcuffs under Fo- 
! ley’s nose. 

j “All by yourself, you put ’em on 
■ him, or you turn in your star! Now 
l go back to your beat!” 

Foley saluted and withdrew. 

Malloy turned to Kcrgt. Davis. 

“I’m sorry for the lad, but what 
I else can we do?” 

He pointed to the motto of Chief 
I Sullivan, hung in a frame on the 
wall: 

"Simple duty hath no place for 
fear." 

“If a police officer is afraid," com¬ 
mented the head of the Southern Sta¬ 
tion, "it’s a charity to fire him.” 

Police Officer Foley walked along 
his beat, muttering to himself: 

“How can I lick a man like Ken¬ 
nedy without using a club, and the 
minute I do her face will come In 
between. Five days that captain 
gives me—five days to break up the 
gang, or my Job’s gone." 

He glanced up at a little corner 
flat over Oswald’s drug store, where 
three days before he had climbed the 
stairs and made.diplomatic inquiries 




A LAS for Police Officer John Fran- 
cis Foley! He fell just as hard 
as though Cupid had beaded him with 
his own club. Night after night he 
dropped in at Greenbaum’s Theater 
at the exact hour of Miss Miller’s act, 
and there he stood, bis mouth open, 
peering through the lobby curtains 
at the entrancing vision on the stage. 
His applause was so emphatic and 
his comments to the chief usher so 
artlessly frank that the news eventu¬ 
ally percolated back stage and 
reached the ears of the Queen of 
Hearts. 

“A cop!" excla.imed Miss Miller. 

whose sympathies‘were entirely with 


\ T C o’clock that evening the sun. 

peeking over Vernal Heights for 
a farewell glimpse at the province of 
the Forty Strong Gang, beheld Officer 
John Francis Foley, his head thrust 
forward and his shoulders hunched, 
tiptoeing aJong 52d street and mut¬ 
tering under his breath: 

“My own little sweetie, and he near 
killed her! I hope* the whole gang 
is with him, that’s ail 1 hope!" 


A Different Man. 

Neat Housewife—Ain’t you the san 
nan I gave a mince pie to last Chris: - 
mas? 

Tramp (bitterly)—No, mum: l*»w 
not. and. wot’s more, tho doctor 
J never will be. 


HE VAULTED THE I.OW FENCE AND ADVANCED STIFF-LEGGED 
AFTER THE MANNER OF A TERRIER APPROACHING A 

STRANGE DUG.' 











